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First Edition 



Dedicated to the fallen and forgotten 
May we rise together as one someday 
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Broken Beats and Busted Rhymes 

MAKING WORDS RHYME IN tight time is fine 
But I often feel the urge to steal from my work place 
I can juggle and snuggle in the midst of class struggle 
Avoiding any trouble 
By hiding in the rubble 
Of broken beats and busted rhymes 
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Ennui From A Sea Of Chaos 



WE LIVE IN A world 

Where there's an exponential technological expansion alongside a gargantuan 
growth in global poverty 

The properly of the wealthy equipped with the latest stealthy protection for their 
homes 

We're all in digital zones now as we tippity tip tap , rapidly buying crap to sap the 
ennui from a sea of chaos consciousness, classlessness with credit card restrictions. 

We hold our convictions dear but only bring them out on special occasions, the 
durations of which are measured in minutes and hours, rarely days or weeks. 

Even then it's usually not til a celebrity speaks that we pay attention. 

Dissension is a discussion with coffee cups and placards , markers and fliers. 
Selling newspapers like Marxist town criers. 

Manufactured desires dominate our discourse 

On this steady course of a system in a down. 

Fracking into the ground 

Helps cover the sound 

Of the pound-of-flesh they require 

To burn their fire of 'progress' 

The end rolls ever closer 

As things get shinier 

More pointless 

And rebooted. 

Obvious facts disputed 

By so called 'reputed' 

Anonymous sources 

Synonymous with forces 

Interested in discourses more consumer orientated. 
Syndicated sedatives simulate community and connections 
Mean while the internet gives penis owners erections 
From photo-shopped dimensions 
As we learn to objectify 
Rather than collectify 

We accesorise the lie to look more convincing to us each day 

From our monthly pay 

Because reality is subjective that way 

In this time 
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Never have we had so much and shared so little 
No wonder our systems are brittle 

While we all fiddle in the middle of a beginning or the end 

By remote control 

We can extinguish the soul 

Of life at a distance 

A knife with no resistance 

Clean conscience combat. 

Meanwhile the gap between richest and the rest 

Is never stressed enough to gain popular interest 

Outside of the frame of a screen 

The American dream's become a global nightmare 

Poverty and despair haunted by Hi-Tech Hunter-Killer Drones 

Synthetic gardens frame the corporate head quarters 

Under orders 

From the invisible hand 

Saying people and planet 

Be damned 



Austerity 101 



THE SYSTEM IS FLAWED never ran by the majority 
In fact it's safe to say that it's ran by the minority 
The rich, the upper class, the corporate caste 
The implications of these revelations are nothing if not vast 
Forgetting our past mistakes is the perfect present for snakes 
A worthless heaven intakes the hoard who can afford 
The poor thrown over board 

while the rest are chained to wages through the ages 
The passing of time accompanied by the rhyme of corporate crime 
1 st class sublime up above the grime where the poverty line is just a distant pic- 
ture 

You follow your profits with that hidden hand scripture 
Wealth for self, above every one else 
Crooked like the back of a worker breaking rocks 
How I could I ever be koo-koo for their coco-pops 
Your stocks and bonds only corresponds with bunker bombs and drones 
Living in colour coded zones designating the safely levels of investment 
Stupidly fucking low tax assessments ,high level impressment to correct what the 
press meant to say 

Buying and investing in NGO's helps to control the flows of global descent 
The intent on the surface shows their purpose to be helping humanity out of 
calamity 

The real insanity is the absent profanity against the interests who make gains 
from these pains 

Oxymoronic thinking increases the bottom line at minimal expense 
The entire damned system has built-in obsolescence 
This free market murderer a persistent and consistent perjurer , 
a nurturer of socio and psychopaths laid with good intentions 
Investing in inventions that make us all more redundant 
In a world were resources are abundant only capitalism could cause scarcity 
Adversity is conversely the core of this economic system making us victims of a 
profitable demise 

It's all about the winners and the losers, 
the abused and the abusers, 
the producers and the consumers, 
the citizens and their rulers. 
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The rich and the poor and the wall in the middle 
While the fiddles can be heard on the radio in Neros 
We live in a world were mass murderers become the hero's 
Were zeros and ones make up the economic sums of our daily bread 
Branded with logos like live stock as we rock the latest 'swoosh' on slave made 
shoes 

Whilst singing the blues about the rough life you've got 
We're have-not who wants more, something better than before 
Whilst feeling lost to the core trying to fill that hole with ever more 
That hole marketed to you so what they could do is sell you the cure to non exis- 
tent things 

The informercial jingles rings in the subconscious 
and what this accomplishes is higher stock ratings for shareholders 
The ones that bet on boulders of debt crushing shoulders of millions 
Whilst making their billions and trillions 
This privatised, preposterously profitable grim reaper 
Making payments more steeper each year for basic health care 
Armani soldiers in boardroom and lobbying with power-point lies 
There is nothing in the public purse that isn't in the private-eyes of these suit and 
ties 

You're government is something that they buy 
and sell as the markets swell then bust 
Any trust must rust as they listen to profits 
That bottom line with nooses dangling beneath 
Smoke and mirrors from talented thieves 
Their beliefs revolve around the ground of the hidden hand 
Nothing sinister about a prime-time minister 
Who believes in a faulty economic system profiting from victims 
Disaster ever-after , clinking champaign classes sitting on their assess accompa- 
nied by laughter 

Soldiers of the fortune 500 hundred making money from slaughter 
Shit! 

They even managed to sell Scottish people bottled water 
See 

If it's free 

available publicly 

Then they will break it apart 

Rip out its heart and sell it for personal gain 

This system is insane 

Paedophiles in parliament and the royally 

While the workers are pushed deeper in poverty 

The hypocrisy of plutocracy in this broken democracy 
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We're like frogs in water boiling incrementally 

into another day of predicted worse pay 

While 100's of billions are spent on weapons each day 

Sending millions to their early graves 

Spent on radars and long distance lasers 

Right down to local law enforcements use of tazers 

But apparently the economy is struggling 

and yet every day there seems to appear 

Some thing which definitely queers this modern narrative that ignores conflict 
investment 

Comparative spending on welfare and public services has never been seen 
What a crazy dream that we pour more into helping the poor than arming them 
to kill each other 

When's the last time you heard of really rich people having to suffer in a war? 
These captains of industry constantly involved in exploitation 
Sparking confrontations for a better grip on the market 
Where there is poverty , there is a target, a huge bulls eye 
Tempting the wealthy to try to 'help' while helping themselves more 
Pounding the workers into the floor 
Where daily goals revolve around targets and sales 
and your pay packet fails to last you through the month 
They spend trillions sitting on the (de)fence arming each side 
World wide , stocking the fires of conflict, a pyromaniacs instinct to watch the 
world burn 

While profits turn and turn bring more power, as the poor die they get richer by 
the hour , the minute , the second . 

Beckoned by the hidden hand , that definitive brand of exploitation 
Rubber stamped upon every nation and all its people 

Austerity is cover for improving corporate prosperity like armed robbers who 
already own the bank 

The economy never sank , it's always been submerged even before sub-prime 
hedge-funds 

Economic big guns creating disaster for their corporate master to profit from 
their risk theories 

Think tank queries about gains and losses tosses aside any sense of morality or 
humanity 

The disparity caused by the destruction of our public services for the purposes of 
privatisation 

Only helps further cripple the nation and make the wealthy even more so 
They cry austerity ! We should say No! 
Call bullshit, point out the emperor is naked 
You need an example ? Take it ! 
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From any military news site that covers government spending 

It's a joy ride for the corporations and the military industrial complex which 
rejects as it's central aspect the prospect of peace at all costs . A deal worse than 
Faust's. 

Cuts aren't about paying back debt but a way to get the entire set of the nations 
infrastructure up for sale 

At the cost of our public service and standard of life 
They cut at the wrists of society with their austerity knife 



Over 2 Trillion Taken 



Over 2 trillion taken 
By corporations 
Stashed in tax havens 
The disparity is wild 

1% of that could house every homeless child 

A quarter forced to choose between hunger and cold 

The young and the old 

By 2015 

1 in 3 

Will be in poverty 

The joker card is grinning 

And all the Aces are wild 

In this dystopian brainchild 

Where big brother is big business 

The poorest suffer within this 

The 85 richest people 

Have wealth equal 

To 35 billion of the poor 
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Helping to ensure 

The majority struggle to endure 

At the hands of the 0.1 percent 

Manufacturing our consent 

Thieving resources 

Via armed forces 

The eagle enforces 

Might as right 

And left as wrong 

Isolated from our song 

With peace laying in pieces 



A-Z of War On Terror 



Anti-War 

Broadcasts 

Call 

Democracies 

Everywhere 

Faithfully 

Generating 

Harmonising 

Integrating 

Jets 

Kill 

Launching 

Missiles 

Nationally 

Obsessed 

Profiles 

Quick 

Revenge 

Silenced 

Tracking 

Underground 

Violence 

Waring 

Xenophobic 

Young 

Zealots 
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Tetris Blocks 



I'VE WATCHED THE BEST of my generation 
Fall like Tetris blocks into dole cues 
Hanging on the line 
Like a pair of tennis shoes 
Useful for something 
But in completely the wrong place 
All waiting for that long piece 
To fall into play 
Hoping that some day 
Things will go their way 
But they never really do 
They just pile up on you 
As you become buried 
Beneath ill fitting pieces 
A routine that never ceases 
But increases with time 

A masters degree in history and art and Now you play the part 
Of a fast food sales assistant 
Persistent drudgery and debt 
So you drink to forget 
The regret for the night 
You drink til hindsight just disappears 
Dancing ironically to Brittany Spears 
Until it's time to cab home 

We're the Tetris generation 

Who disappear when we fit in 

When we don't 

We're blamed for this sin 

No wonder we do pills and lines of coke 

Drink way too much alcohol and love to toke 

Everything we build just disappears at the end of the day and we call that Success 

We compress 

Personal time into hours 

The rest going to the powers 
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Dangerous Remedy 

'Desperate diseases require a dan gerous remedy. ' 

Disparate worries acquire a furious melody 

Beneath this mask there is more than ideas 

Mr. Cameron 

We're all your worst fears 

This mask provides that which you do not 

Our task collides with all that you've got 

Anonymity is close to divinity in this trinity of 

Corporations, Government and Military 

Violations employment of the mercenary 

Anonymous and synonymous with dichotomous thought 

These infamous apologists keep leaders out of court 

Store bought thought caught in the cradle of uncivilization 

A building inclination towards biting the hidden hand that bleeds us 

You wanna know how our democracy got these scars ? 

Corporate stars slashed and sold our soul for the goal of pleasing investors 

So now as protesters we take to the streets to take back our streets 
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Our lively hoods, our education and health care system 

Welfare support, a fair trial in court, taking back our country like our ancestors 
taught 

We stand courageously reborn , sworn to conquer the corrupt and the evil 

Who would keep us poor people in the pains of economic chains whilst tossing us 
grains from a table 

This upper class fable is no longer capable of being supported. It needs to be 
aborted before the planets distorted beyond supporting all life 



Everything Is Not Fine 

Fuck the 

No justice 
No peace 
It's just us 
So please 

We're not in this together 
On the minority line 
Between the daily confine 
Of towing the line 
In a corporate design 
Everything is not fine 

I'm in the middle of a chain reaction 
Caught in the contraction 
Of a new world being born 
Twisted and torn 
The petals of this rose 
Hidden beneath a thorn 
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Condemnation of Immigration 
Leading to Dislocation 
Then Subjugation 
To deprivation 
And dislocation 
In isolation 

Divide and distract until morality is cracked 

The minority attacked , scape goats with no escape 

While the corporations rape and take what they please 

Crossing borders with ease to tease more cash into their accounts 

Incredible amounts of hypocrisy amongst the plutocracy 

Their fantasy filled foresight soon to sink under waves of reality 

Fracking profanity will unleash calamity that money can't buy safely from 

Calm like a bomb 

We're millions strong 

We won't wait that long 

To rise against the despised and despoilers 
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iStand 



I STAND HERE WITH this body ready to rock every body 
With my words nouns and verbs 
Enhanced by well grounded herbs 

Made from a plant so old, here before the warm, here before the cold 
Eternal from the primordial soup until that day that beats played on a loop 
And I began dancing to the sound of my own inner drummer 
I dance like crazy pan , barefoot in the fields , with a pipe in one hand 

Playing the tunes of all that is human 

I exhale to create a veil of mist of over my mind. 

I prevail to weather the hail of the one eyed man leading the blind 

And in time , bring sight back to the masses 

Break down barriers of classes, unite through dances and tales so old. 

The young tongue needs re-strung to say when it's begun, and it never ends 

It's the tale of friends, the story of Lazarus 

The spoken words of ancient wisdom ignored can be disastrous 

Just look where we are now! 

We have sold the sacred cow to fast food culture 

Sliced and diced and served with rice and picked from the bones like vultures 

We embrace the face of the enemies our grand parents fought 

Because we have forgotten to learn the lessons they taught 

History repeats only when we need to unlearn what we have learned 

Rebuild what we have burned, turn back from where we have turned 

All of their efforts and stories we have spurned 

Or sold to the highest bidder, and then tweet defeat on Twitter 

To let the world know that we let it all go 

What we reap is what we sow. And all sow now is woe 

The fear started to grow and now it won't let go 

Time to re-plant , re-seed, cut away these damaging weeds and look to science 
and nature 

Rather than some white male saviour. 

I know our fathers failed us , manhood jailed us 
And masculinity and femininity 

Come in a box with locks 
And stocks 

For those who do not fit in 
So where do we begin? 
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We begin right here 

We drop all the anger and loose all the fear 
Hold a hand out to help those far and near 
Solidarity, empathy , living life the way it's meant to be 
Turn the other cheek with the weak, be better than the elite 
And surpass their class 
And as we all pass 

We will moon them from the windows of our cars 

Maybe that's a bit silly , or too far 

So let's stay in the bar 

Then head out into the community 

Spread a message of action, commitment and unity 

Fix up the buildings and clear away the mess 

Help people to free themselves from their stress 

Thank you for listening today 

My name is Glen 

And always remember 

There are many, many more of us than them 



Born Into This World 



Born into this 

After 9 months of free food 
Free heating 

Comfortable floating seating 
Then pushed out greetin' 
To a smack on the bum 
They cut the cord 
and I was handed to mum 

Four years later they institutionalised me 
For at least 12 years I'm taught not to be free 
Sit up straight 

Eyes to the front of the class 

Stop talking 

No walking around 

Here's a test 

Now pass 

Peer pressure and bullies making fun of your thermal woollies 
So you get kicked in the goulies by crass little hoodies 
And you learn not to cry 
At least not in front of anyone 

The school yard teaches a young boy that such a thing is wrong 

If you want to belong then join in with the rest 

Even if what they are doing is really fucking stupid at best 

Dangling college or University in front of your eyes 

"Come on, get in debt for a better job!" it's a lie 

You might try 

End up thirty grand in debt 

Or maybe go to college 

That's a cheaper bet 

But the house always wins 

Rich people's grins 

Cause it's about who you know 

Not what you know 
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It's about where you go 
Not how well you do 
Social snakes and ladders 
Only throws lizards at you 
Now you're broke 
Trapped in welfare 
It's like hell there 
They don't care 

Just want to put you on their god forsaken workfare 

Call centre jobs that only last a few months 

That you hate any way and pray for the day 

When your qualifications and talents will finally be put to 

But that's never going to occur 

You should know your place by now 

Anyway 

This is about all I wanted to say 

When I started of in life I had free heating 

Free room and board 

Some where warm 

With a nice wee cord 

Til they smacked me on the ass 

And said welcome aboard 



Identities 

POETRY AND RIDDLES WHILST Nero fiddles in hospitable hospitals 
Typically lost middles leave me without the stomach for more 
Spit rhymes like a lecture so no talking please, demand the silence of MCs 
Using Misogyny as a back drop for their hiphop let that beat drop 
And never rise again 
Cos there is no such thing as 'real men' 

Why does a bro-mance have less chance of violence than two men kissing? 

Using your words and beats dismissing feminine as weak 

Was the biggest mistake you ever made when you speak in a flow 

Only garden tools are hoes , with 'bitch' drop the 't' meaning generosity 

The velocity of the violent 'male' culture rips flesh from back bones like vultures 

And infects our children with carefully crafted and constructed obstructions 

Like genderizing based on genitals, ignoring the wiring and the chemicals 

As well as just letting everyone choose for themselves without a fight 

Which is hard in a world where manly man demands HE is RIGHT ! 

Rocketing phallic symbols up into the night 

To impregnate galactic wombs with more tombs of misogyny and sexism 
All the while scared of the fact that your pact with your testicles 
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Is out of focus you need spectacles and lenses to make more consensual contact 
With the world all around, Space, air , water , ground. Intact and profound. 
Silence the sound of your voice and learn to listen more in this life 
Actually listen 

You may just find those words interesting as they glisten 

Cos you're mistaken if you are equating the book with the cover 

So try to be a lover of the inside as well as the out and be devout 

To the cause of equality and flipping the masculinity box paradigm 

Help chip away at those locks and over time introduce some reason to your 
rhyme 

Quit your patriarchal crimes of dismissing 
Any gender or sexual identity other than yours as weak 
Difference does not mean freak 
Understanding of others is what you should seek 
Pave the way for a generation that can be free of name calling 
Free falling in social situations where the implications of a standardised 

Hetero-normative 

Gender-normative 

Life is defined as the only thing that is right 

Cos that's just wrong 

The norms bites and rips hard 
Mentally scarred from the beatings took 

Just because you identify differently from the way that you look 
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Echo 



My rhymes are 

Incomprehensible 
Highly questionable 
Objectionable 

Intentionally inter- sectional 

With a seminal semblance 

Of the sociological 

I rhyme lines terrific 

My Peers are scientific 

No simplistic sophoristic 

Artistic repression 

Wrapped around a lesson 

Of the hypocrisy of democracy 

An autocratic plutocratic 

Semi automatic apology 

For a perverse economy 

Whose astrology 

Is a false dichotomy 

In need of a lobotomy 

I use verse as immolation 

Wrapped in wordly sensations 

I make myself bullet proof 

Kick doors down in parliament 

And blow off the roof 

Scratching nail and tooth 

To put swords in penned truth 

Unsociably optimized 

To fade from the eyes 

Out of reach of the prize 

But still my consciousness cries 

Simply a symphony of similes 

Like orchestrating infinities 

In the key of the divinities 

Drowned by the sound of the machine's 

Adversity's a-verse to me 

The verse 
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A curse 
That's worse 
To see 

He(a)rd to be(e) 

Terminally bound 

To make a sound rebound 

Far from profound 

But 

Ugly as fashion 
I crash on 
To pass on 

A mess-age from the past 
Wrapped up in this present 
And it isn't very pleasant 
Collectively we make a sound 
Into the echoes of eternity. . . 
Echoes of eternity. . . 
Echoes of eternity 



The Court Jester Of Infinity 

I AM THE COURT jester of infinity, a joker of divinity 
The cosmic clown cloaked in a gown of giggles and grins 
Wriggles then spins frowns into colorful smiles 
Multi-colored styles of anarchy and chaos 
Rocking imaginary pianos just like Amadeus 
This red nosed rhymer playfully twirls his curls 
Shedding gender labels like faulty cables 
Thus enables a fluidity of form for more fun 
A public enemy number one with a water gun 
Who would skip rather than run under the Sun 
In tune with the Moon bringing rebirth to ruin 
Holding parties in Pharaohs pyramids 
Spraying glyphs on the walls of minds 
Taking myths apart from the insides 
Then wearing them as red noses 
Taking over-doses of pink roses 
And presenting them to our feminine sides 
Which often hides until someone calls all clear 
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It's silly to me that in society fear flows as fast as the beer 

But then what would I know 

I'm just a proud freak show 

Who plays with the flow of linguistics 

Intrinsic to the heart is poetry and love and laughter 

In the midst of disaster or just the daily mundane 

Even in heavy rain , I live in your brain 

Dancing in the puddles of the local vicinity 

Cos I am the court jester of infinity, a joker of divinity 

The cosmic clown cloaked in a gown of giggles and grins 



Two Fingers To My Self Image Issues 



/ used to give two fingers to my self image issues 
Using tissues 
to wipe them when done 
I was sure it had begun 
The moment 'tough guise' won 
and 'slim gals' stood looking good 
Couldn't compete with cultures criteria for curves and calves 
Abs and biceps to boot 
I couldn'teven pull off cute 
So I pulled off the weight, 
let my finger nails grate along the skin 
Digging deep within and peeling it away 
Not an ounce of it can stay 
fori must be toned 

I must be thin 
I must always smile 
I must always grin 
To be pretty and witty and nice and sexy 
Feeling shitty and shabby and a little too flabby 
Pretty fucking far from happy 
but I must be perfect 
If I'm to be loved 
So I dig in my nails to the skin and then shoved 

I pulled myself inside out and back again 
Trying to match images burned onto my brain 
But the strain of impossibility will always make you snap 
This whole self image thing is nothing else but that 

And yet I still feel the body shame 
If it's weight I gain then I starve myself some more 
A diet so hard core, I pull everything out and onto the floor 
No pain , no gain, not a grain shall pass no more 
Abstaining until I'm sore 
Popping painkillers like sweets to defeat the thudding in my head 
I lay around all day in bed 
Wishing I could give two fingers to my self image issues 





Glen W Hunter 



Two Fingers To My Self Image Issues 
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Poverty Street 



As THE QUEEN SITS upon her solid gold chairs 
I'm sitting here hungry and caught in despair 
No work to be had and food prices going up 
Telling me to work harder to fill up my cup 
But fuck I'm out of luck, this all really sucks 
They're sipping on champaign while I'm in pain 
Trying to rub two pennies together to weather 
The storm of poverty that's raining down on me 
Got to steal for my bread and there is no roses 
Signing on in Babylon, let us all eat that cake 
No nutritional value like capitalism 
An economic prison, you'd better listen 
To this 'n' I tell you all right now 
You may think you're ok at this time 
But how long til you're down and out 
Too often do we hear the voice of an angry man 
Trying to devise a plan to reverse the demise of man 
Before it goes out with a big or just a defeated whimper 

My temper rages, stuck like animals in cages 
In overly priced homes, paying too much for phones 
And can't even afford heating, we're economically beaten 
Bruised red , white and blue and all I can say is fuck you 
And the left are no help when they leave the working class behind 
Got them on their lips , talking about unity in community 
Yet their meetings are a muddle of students and the middle class 
Sitting on their ass talking dialectics I just cannot respect this 
In fact I wanna wreck this , so check this reality check 
You got people living in damp homes starving correct ? 
While you wave your banner with your belllies full 
Che guevarra flags kids are just not cool you tool 
You think rule will change to some socialist system 
Meanwhile you're talking the talk I'm down as a victim 
So fuck all your systems I want justice cos it's just us now 
The masses of the under and working classes amasses 
And passes by your police lines like a tidal wave 
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We're marching on down to send the elite to their graves 

Treating us like broken and busted slaves until dying days 

Making profit from out prophets , I prosthesis your demise 

At the fist of some some working folk who have never spoke 

Instead they choke on all the bullshit that has been sold to us 

When I see people doing well in this hell in which I dwell 

Trying to tell me well see try harder and you could be 

What you want to be in the land of the free you can see 

I wanna choke them with the butchers apron 

Because we are the forsaken and forgotten 

Left on the heap and rotting, just fodder for the jails 

So flip up the coin , pick head or pick tails 

Either way I am barely eating day by day 

And at least in the joint I get three square 

Work , drugs and health care in there but out here 

Seems like the rich won't be happy til all us poor dissapear 



Summer Of This Never Spotless Mind 



Never Spotless Mind 
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Dear NSA 

Dear 

How are you today? 

Have I ever told you 

What a great listener you are? 

Whether I'm texting in a bar 

Or at home on my PC 

You see everything 

Completely 

Discretely 

Every word I type 

Every person I Skype 

Messages on Facebook 

Left late at night 

You're out of sight 

But never out of mind 

My creativity thrives from all of your attention 
But before I forget to mention 
My connection 

35 



36 • Glen Hunter 

Will be harder to find for you to store 
You see 

I'm moving to Tor 
Ever since you took 1984 
As everything to aim for 

You're rotten to the very core 
Without a single doubt 

You're the surveillance state 

My mum always warned me about 



No Flesh Shall Be Sparred 

It's a post 

Ecliptic 

Battle rap triptych 

Words into sound waves being alchemistic 

Nothing simplistic 

About this cannibalistic 
Animalistic bad flick 

I'm a getting the fear 

Armageddon is here from fireball tears 

Civilisation is in decimation now only a few M. C's remain 

So many got broken by the beats of cell division 
Or incineration from that purple rain 

It's a fucking nightmare to be alive 

Chasing mutant cattle is a battle in a hazmat suit 

The dead under-foot, which some times we loot 

Occasionally scoring some cigarettes 

These dead regrets will rise again 

To eat their friend if they get too slow 

And above me a fucked up rainbow like a hellish halo 

And in the distance four riders 

Eight glowing eyes like spiders 
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Heralding the end with trumpets blaring 

On-lookers staring not even daring to move 

Stuck in a groove that keeps on skipping 

Flipping through Dante's circles of hell 

Kicking the bars surrounding this cell 

Mad voices inside we cannot quell 

Feel the groundswell for the final farewell 

Some tried to foretell but no one listened 

Turns out it does matter if you were christened 

We all go down with this ship 

A one way trip into the belly of the beast 

Ready to be deceased, the pain will be increased 

As they tear your soul apart 

As the first will be first and the last will be last 

your spirit has been snared 

The moon turns blood red and no flesh shall be spared 
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Priests of Capitalism 

HOW MUCH 

Will we let the rich get stronger 

At the expense of the poor ? 

The ecology 

The economy 

This financial sodomy 

Caught in false dichotomy 

This arteriotomy 

Has us all bleeding out 

No doubt 

The shout 

Of rights for all 

Has it's back up against the wall 

And is blinded folded 

With a burning cigarette between the lips 

As the good ships enterprise 

Flies across the globe 

Burning and churning through resources 
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Horses on courses burning with oil 
Bombing foreign soil 
Body parts for the machine 
With ideology to clean 
Crimson soaked cufflinks 

2.5 million unemployed 

With only 0.5 million jobs available 

The bosses snap the pool cue 

Look at all of you 

And say 

" There's only one spot take-able" 

The job market is a fierce competition of poor versus the poorest 

The purest of greed pitching those in need in a fight for slavery 

The job goes to those who will take the lowest pay 

And you could lose it any day, week, or month of the year 

Despair is our stock and trade now because somehow 

We let the sacred cow slip from our hands onto the corporate plate 

Strongly influencing the state in a revolving door employment opportunity 

Affording immunity by living in the community of the highest on high 

Hard to see the people die from such a high hight from reality 

Literal insanity 
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As an ecological calamity 

Waves at us from the shore lines 

Dangerous times and vital seconds 

Beckons more than a fraction of the action put into play 

Just to white wash away 

The devastation they cause for their cause of profiteering 
Steering the global ship into a dip that will never rise again 
Whilst the churches and priests of capitalism sing ,Amen 



Punching Clock Faces 

Wolfram and Heart 

Couldn't even start to chart 

T he cart to hell 

The hidden hand can sell 

Profitable prophets 

Of profanities personification 

Calamity's new incarnation 

The devil's been on vacation 

Since the hidden hand 

Understand 

Even Satan is reported 

To have been seen 

But 

Not even in a dream 
Has a being 
Came even close 
To this unholy ghost 
The devilish trinity 
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Of 

State 

Business 

And church 

Enjoying the lurch 

To the right 

Fanatical fundamentalists 

Funding fierce forces 

Blazing courses through discourses 

Devoid of depth it crashes 

The rule of dust and ashes 

Wealth for self 

For everyone else 

T he lashes 



Few Places Left For Whistle-Blowers To 
Catch Their Breath 



OUR SECRETS AND PRIVATE lives lay naked on the floor 
Convulsing from being forced out into the open 
Every word typed or spoken , 
Every promise kept or broken 
Each and every token of affection 
From our social connections 
Laid section by section 
On corporate and government screens 
Hopes, dreams and schemes 
Stream through fibre optic cables 
As we tag ourselves with labels 
To make it easier to 'like' ourselves 

Meanwhile the NSA delves into our content like an open lake 

Until the levies began to break 

And seep out into a media show 

Snow'd-in on that flow 

So many waves in a row 

So few places left 

For whistle-blowers to catch their breath 

Agencies wishing them death 

Or torture at the very least 

Because they exposed the beast 

Exposing all of our lives 

Gave us clear insights 

Into the complete disregard 

For human rights 

Mega bites into our civil liberties 

Astounding expertise 

Charging inexorably 

Towards a full on surveillance state 

Wait! 

Wasn't this regarded as pure conspiracy theory not so long ago? 
The idea 

That you should fear 
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Big brother 

Drawing near 

It's becoming clear 

That this is a game changer 

That some stranger 

Can tap into your life with real ease 

And extract from your digital self 

Anything that they please 

Tellers of truth tortured or tracked 

Both if they are able 

Bradley Manning has suffered for those Wiki-leaks cables 

Snowden on the run 

From the never setting sun of the U.S 

Inflicting distress on David Miranda 

For nine hours 

Using Schedule seven powers 

To do as they desire 

Whether tapping a wire 

Or removing your freedom 

Will you stand up for the truth 

Or just lay down beaten ? 



Serial Killers Become Prime Time Thrillers 



Blood on the hands of childhood innocence 

The right to bare arms fails again 

Day after day another victim of a shooting 

They say "guns don't kill." 

But they sure do help 

Call it self defence but its a lack of common sense 

An entire nation that's armed to the teeth 

Kill after kill 

Another CNN thrill 

The nightmare of the American dream 

Thrilling, disturbing, distasteful, unnerving 

No respect for human life is what I'm observing 

Serial killers become prime time thrillers 

Murder becomes the matinee 

Violence has become an acceptable thing 

In the land of hate, in the home of fear 

Arm everyone and leave god to decide 

One nation that's armed and strong 

How many must die until we realize 

That these ways are outdated and totally wrong 
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G 
B. 
H 



ostilitv 



Lnvolved with 



ulti-national 



G 
I 

M, 

M ilitary 

Indus trial 

c 

V_J omplex 

K 



M 
A 
G 
I 

C 



oney 



nd 



nvesled 



orporations 



fillers 



48 



Stand For Something 



Stones Against Tanks 



SO MANY THOUSANDS 

By soldiers of all ranks 

As kids defend themselves 
With stones against tanks 

A child of twelve shot in the head 
Executed in cold blood of Israelis threat 
The father weeps to god as his child dies 
While tanks flatten homes of the neighbors nearby 
Apache gun ships rein terror from above 
Fighting for peace is like killing for love 
A bus full of students torn apart 
By the shrapnel exploded from an empty heart 
Check points in the streets, all waiting in line 
Denied medical attention by cruelty so blind 
Fighting for freedom, slaughtering to save 
This cycle of violence sends millions to the grave 
You can take this as a fact because it needs to be said 
War is a brutal desecration of the dead 

Occupation of lands 
destruction of so many homes 
What once was Palestine 
Now carved up into zones 
Settlers armed to the teeth 
Like killers and thief s 
Their ill placed beliefs 
Causing pain and grief 
Apartheid 
A suicide ride 
Worlds collide 
On a scale so wide 

Children killing children with their tanks and their guns 
Across the west bank the blood of innocents runs 
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A promised land 
Stolen by a heavy hand 
After World War 2 
The west formed a plan 
To clear the state of Palestine 
An international crime 
For an Israeli nation state 
To dominate by design 
A Forty day war 

Arms supplied by the United States 

To remove a population 

And put behind steel gates 

Infant mortality rates 

some of the highest ever known 

As the seeds of hatred and revenge are brutally 

You can take this as a fact 
Because it needs to be said 
War is a brutal desecration of the dead 



If. 



You had your home and job taken 
Wouldn't you think of forsaking 
This fucking stupid system ? 
Where the poor are always the victim 
Scape goats are always at the media's hand 
To disband any collective notion 
Of causing a commotion 
Rocking the ship in the ocean 
Of their currencies 

If they stripped you of your passport and citizenship and home 
Just because some drone thinks your the clone of an evil doer 
And you're too poor to have a good lawyer 
They accuse you of being a destroyer 
Whilst being the main employer of damage incorporated 
Your rights have been decimated 
Bagged , tagged , dragged into a closed court 
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The Market Game 

BUSINESS IN ELATION WHILE the public sector's in devastation 
Deepening the impoverishment of our poverty nation 
They've claimed the lions share and the lion 
So now business is not trying 
Scared of few returns 
So the snake turns 
And eats its own tail 
If you're too big too fail 
Then you can never succeed 
But just bleed everything around you dry 
It's the Market Game, the economic circus 
Where the rich are all players 
And the poor are just worthless 
Is it on purpose that only 3% 
Of the welfare budget 
Goes to the unemployed ? 
Industry destroyed 
And laid to waste was 
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Just a taste 

Of things to come 

Was it not ? 

This plutocratic plot 

To mix capitalism 

And authoritarianism 

As though you never built that prison 

Industrial complex 

Human rights and the hidden hand 

Aren't so profitable 

Incompatible and impossible 

The free market doesn't just stray 

But makes a point to play 

In the shades of grey 

Where profit is the epic win 

Colour of money and skin 

Decided who gets in 

To their country club 

But 

Here's the rub 

What happens historically 



When the majority 

Are deprived of the basics to life ? 

It leads to trouble and strife 

Uprisings and revolution 

The country in shock and a state of confusion 

In case you are under any illuSion 

There is no situation in this 

Where we all come out of this well 



The Smiler With The Knife 



Drowning in Darwinian 

These streams are tainted 

My beautiful friends 

They say we must fight 

We must spill blood 

Twisting tongues 

Distort the dove 

In this insane world they bring 

The smiler with the knife is truly king 

Their choirs sing for our obsolescence 

They say hell is a truth seen far to late. . . 
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They Fight 



THEY FIGHT FOR A right that's wrong for far too long 
They kill the week as we speak this is going on 
Across the world, across the nation on every TV station 
It's the prime time programme that keeps us in sedation 
Turning a blind eye to the horrors we see 
We ignore the past just to repeat history 
In this day and in this age with so much violent rage 
We can't ignore it, overlook it and turn the damn page 
And I'm so damn sick of these lying mother f**kers 
Trying to justify the death of so many innocent others 
It's the politicians fight yet we're all the pawns 
All expendable for their cause 
I refuse to die for a system I hate 
Won't die for my country won't die for its sake 
I'll fight for freedom, fight for justice, fight for peace in life 
But I won't die for politicians because that's just not right 
And everywhere I look and everywhere I see 
Looks more and more like corporatocracy 
Partition of propaganda via the air waves 
Straight into our homes keeping us all enslaved 
Individualism, yeah, you're still a statistic 
And there's nothing you can do, 
Cause you are never going to change it 
And it is so damn true that we have no say 
Freedom of speech only applies when you say it their way 
Our rights are non-existent and their rules are our law 
All set in place just to keep us conformed 

Mechanical minds all put to the grind wearing us down just to keep us in line 
24 / 7 it never stops for a second keeping us enchained in front of our televisions 
Dumbing us down to the lowest degree, herded to work and then told you're free 
But with the second millennium now here 
We can see 

This corporate agenda is based upon greed 
With the west policing the world for business and profit 
Capitalism is greed and it leads to the coffin 
Back to Iraq for another encore 
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We sell them all the weapons then we kill them in war 
It's a humanitarian situation ignored by all nations 
Spawned by this right wing fucked up creation 
You can fool most of the people most of the time 
As long as they are entertained day and night 
Distracting ourselves from what is going on 
And if we don't pay attention soon 
Our freedom will be long gone 
Cause the more right our government moves 
The more power it gains and the more we lose 



. . .To Eat The Rich 

I'VE GOT STACKS OF packs 
Of severed heavy heads 
And in the levy beds 
There's even more 

Got some chilling in my freezer drawer 

And what's more 

They taste fantastic 

It's senseless 

Gotta be relentless 

No way to prevent this 

So don't miss a stitch 

I recommend to eat the rich in a kitsch kitchen 

Whilst reading Bookchin 

With a side order of dis-order 

Served generously with black block stock 

To the sound of anarcho punk rock 

Coming from your I-Dock 

Working class and surviving with style 
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Eating the rich all the while 
Like fine caviare 
Pull em from their car 
Smack em with a bar 
(the next bit sounds bizarre) 
But it never hurts to be polite 
Remember to say thank you 
And bid them good night 
Then cut em to the bone 
Using the finest chrome 
Then mash em with a stone 
Mix with some oil 
Some plants from your soil 
Then finish with a stitch 
Damn it tastes good 
Eating the rich 

Though I can't say they were fair trade 
Destined to become dining 
For the downtrodden and forgotten 
Eating the rich these days is so post modern 



Verge of Undone 



It's on 

Tip of my tongue 
Grip of my gun 
Spot on a lung 
Print of a thumb 
Beat of a drum 
Genes of my Mum 
Seeds of a Sun 
Lyrics unsung 
Hangman that's hung 
Shit that gets flung 
Cracks in the rung 
Folk you're among 
Edge that got swung 
Bee that got stung 
Hands that got wrung 
Backs of the young 
The Verge of undone 
In a world come unstrung 
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Wanted 



PEOPLE WHO CAN HANDLE regular and routine rejection 
We supply the phones and the number selection 
"Hello. My name is. . ." "Fuck off! I don't want any!" 
Calls like this you will have by the many 
"Sell the sizzle not the bacon" Said the boss. What dross! 
We sell nothing that you need on a contract cost 
From an honours degree to head set and keyboard 
And the boss wonders why every day I look bored 
And I can barely afford the daily journey to work 
Just to deal with the capitalists nasty wee smirk 
"I'm just not interested. 
"How'd you get my number?" 
The same every day 
From winter to Summer 
Grey floors 
White walls 
Long hard lit halls 
Bad coffee 
Stale biscuits 
And really foul tea 
Avoid like the plague 
Especially if free 

This thought is interrupted by that damn dial tone in my ear 

Another call 

A potential sale 

"Would you like to buy?" 

They hang up 

I sigh 

Looking at the clock on the wall 
It seems to be moving so slow 
As I wait for the hand to fall 
I lock the computer 
and head off for a pee 
Well aware all the time 
The boss is monitoring me 
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When It Rains 



WE SEND SATELLITES UP high to look down from the sky 
To let loose the dogs of war and destroy like never before 
When it rains missiles it pours on schools and towns and local stores 
As scores of people who will know no sequel are destroyed into a void 
Trapped in the margins of what gets laughingly called journalism 
What is happily rolled out like again and again 
We never see the tears before the strike hits 
The dust and ash and broken bits 
The whip, he lash, the dirt and grit 
The devastation from the 2nd hit 
So it was writ and so it is done 
The worlds elite can kill anyone 
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Reality To The Rich 




Reality To The Rich 
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Another Day With No Money 



Another day with no money 

There's a rumble in my tummy 
Even shit food's tasting yummy 
Situations kinda funny 

Cos it's sunny on the top and always raining below 

It's capitalism people, that's how it goes 

And in the middle to the fiddle while the lower side burns 

Got your creature comforts going while this whole thing turns 

As beneath your feet , on the street, in the flats and the slums 

Lay remainders of equations from a corporate sum 

To be pitied, never help them, let them help themselves 

A bunch of bullshit to keep 'em sitting on the shelves 

In bad health, while wealth lets the charities take the task 

A warm flask , a smiling mask , all you have to do is ask 

And Jesus saves you spirit while your body goes to hell 

You may never starve but you will sure be unwell 

With shit food you're screwed to bad health and early death 

Nicotine residues hanging on your last breathe 

Cause you're ignored , isolated , segregated 

Implicated in your currently fated situation 

All across the nations, the poor are only poor because the rich keep on taking 

This hell in which I dwell 

Is swell if you have 

But it sucks for have nots 

It ain't hard to connect the dots 

Scouring path ways and drains for lost money in shame 

Putting your hands out to beg again and again, against the grain of hope 

If your lucky a bit of dope to save you from the rope of dwelling 

On the selling of humans as commodities , the poor treated like fleas 

Keep us down on our knees while telling us to save the bees , recycle for trees 

Can't you feel the polluted breeze in the run down neighbourhood 

Misunderstood , under the standing of a demanding economic pan handling 

Use you and abuse you , if you can produce for them they chose you 

Then spit you out 

No doubt 

To unfare welfare 
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No care 

A vacant stare 

Wait there 

To sign on slave 

From the groove to the grave 



Turned To Grey 



I NEVER REALLY HUNG out in my neighbourhood or played on the street 

Preferred the feel of the soil and grass and bugs at my feet 

Out in the wilderness I was a wolf, a hero protecting an acre 

Never was there any other place I felt safer 

I climbed my first tree at the age of four 

Got stuck up the top for an hour or more 

But once I found my way down, that was me hooked 

When my folks needed to find me, in the forest they looked 

I made bows and arrows, turned a stick into a sword 

With forests all around me it was hard to be bored 

Built forts from branches and wood lying around 

Covering up wholes we dug in the ground 

To the sound of birds and bees in the trees 

Free to do as we please 

And when I was twelve 

I had my first kiss in there 

Under the green 

Eyes caught in young loves stare 

This forest which was my sandbox all my childhood years 

Until the J.C.B's came thundering along one day 

Corporate sent, vomiting cement and away the nature went 

So they could build some factories for big businesses to rent 

I watched each day 

My oldest friend torn away 

Turned to grey 

And after so many days 

It was gone 

As though never there 

All except one small area of beautiful green , so pretty 
That before I moved to the big city , I visited one last time 
And wrote one last rhyme, which I have long since forgot 
Sad to say that where I used to play, right now is a parking lot 
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Iraq - De J a Vou 




Welcome to a New World Dystopia 



STEP RIGHT UP AND see the world from a screen 
A place so mean , it's a dystopian scream 
Food banks 
Cos rich wanks 
Want more tanks 
Their empty thanks 
Fall on dead ears 
Tears for fears of years 
Where business interferes 
Democracy disappears 
Like a mythical 
Simplistical spectacle 
Only the richest electable 
The so called respectable 
Receptacle of rights and responsibilities 
Who do what they please 
So long as it sets to ease any red tape 
For corporate rape and pillage 
Welcome to the new global village 
Where the poor are just surplus to requirement 
No prospect of retirement 
In this realignment of global dis-order 

Welcome to a New World Dystopia 

Broker ya a phobia 

You feel it coming over ya 

If you could listen to facts in the news 
Rather than some rich persons points of views 
Keeping you blue while living in dark rain 
Struggle to grab a grain to keep you from the real pain 
An impoverished life 

Hooded death with a scythe come to take life 

While those business folk send their hard-ons into space 

Demands require plans to escape this broken place 

The scars and wounds framing it's ever beautiful blue face 
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Broken by a rat race with no grace but still so amazing 
The elites of the world see consumers as cattle grazing 
To be put out to pasture at the first sign of disaster 
As we all vote for a new face of the same old Master 

Welcome to a New World Dystopia 

Broker ya a phobia 

You feel it coming over ya 

Closer to work camps 
They take away food stamps 
Inflicted hunger cramps 
For that prison industrial complex 
An arisen vestigial bottlenecks 
The impoverished to early graves 
The evolution of the slave trade grade occupation 
Is a profitable creation to put in place in every nation 
As long as you're above those laws 
Behind closed doors 
You have the judges ear 
Economies profit from fear 
Unequal distribution 
Selling counter-culture revolution 
To those in destitution 
Under persecution 

Via 

Economic forces 

Concerned with discourses 

Of wealth and power 

Measuring every minute of the hour 

Their ever growing profits 

Wielded like erections in elections 

The biggest dick wins 

The snake in Armani grins 

And does the same as the last lot 

As though we collectively forgot 

Just like a plot 

Based in Sunnydale 

Too big too fail 

Was the holy grail 
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To nail 

The sale of the century 
Essentially 

We were all scammed 
By a hidden hand 
Subtly planned 

Canned for careful consumption 
Sold a malfunction 
Requiring everything we have 



SCREAM 



Sociopath ic 

Corporations 

Ruin 

Everything 

Around 

Me 



A yellow bricked road of good intentions 
Steeped in blood with barely a mention 
They soak in the misery and the cries 
As they spin more lies 
For record investor highs 
Using us to bail out their lows 
This hideous ideology grows 
And shows only contempt For human rights 
These human wrongs accompanied by songs that sound far too much like Neros fiddle 
In a key so sharp it cuts all the little 
Whilst saving the too big to fail 
We bail out the masters ship 
While he sinks our life boats 
Bodies afloat 
All along their currenseas 
The smell of pollution on the breeze 
Just a tease of a dystopia to come 
As the human race is run 
This marathon of madness mirrored by a mundane media 
Marketing moguls mired in military minded Machiavellian motivations 

Simplifications serenade the senses from senseless sound-bites 
Selling a series of specious scare stories to shake and shock so savagely 
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SCREAM 



Radioactive Song 




75 



Preaching Peace While Preparing For War 



Sleep 

While MPs are talking 
About taking away our liberties 
Hear me please 

Caught up in this manufactured consent 

Yell, rebel, smash a star bucks to vent 

Like tenants withholding rent 

Or workers on strikes 

In the olden days 

We put king's heads on spikes 

But now we put them on TV 

Saccharin and easy 

A day-glow show 

Degrading and sleazy 

Bombs drop like a preacher to his knees 
Carrying out war while preaching peace 
As the body counts rise and the profit margins soar 
They be preaching peace while preparing for war 
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Numbing of Nations 




Numbing of Nations 
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Rivers Run Red 
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Rivers Run Red 
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Child Hood 
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A Shade Of Red In Glasgow 

THE NIGHT SKIES ALWAYS glow a shade of red in Glasgow 
Whether it be the blushing of the street lights 
Or the promise of a brighter tomorrow 
A smoke is always easy to 'borrow' 
In this city the humour flows like the beer in the bars 
Often bitter but always draws a smile 
This is a city who's elderly turn over BNP stalls 
This is a city who's melody is written in rain falls 
This is a city where tanks where sent to crush 
This is a city where. . . 
Histories are long broken 
Our tales are not spoken 
And your usually quite soakin' 
But it's all OK 

We live in the heart of shades of grey 

Where we sway to the wind, bucky and tunes 

As we stumble home through the ruins of an old community 

Glasgow's face has scars and deep age lines, 
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Yet it still smiles all the time 

Bone structure of a Macintosh design 

Still looking good even covered in grime 

Still whistling to that rhyme about 20 story flats 

A city that's small in size but large of soul 

If Glasgow was a person it'd be claiming the dole 

It's a city of joy and also sorrow 

A smoke is always easy to 'borrow' 

Or the promise of a brighter tomorrow 

Whether it be the blushing of the street lights 

The night skies always glow a shade of red in Glasgow 



You're Not Paying Attention 

In these days of deceit and unlawful detention 
If your not pissed off then you're not paying attention 



We 



The fire has begun 

Each one of us a spark 
Occupy the cities 
Streets 

Uni's and parks 
If we rise on mass 
we can touch the skies 
Feet on the ground 
Immune to the lies 
We're in this together 
Come hell or high leather 
We're storm on the horizon 
The elites cannot weather 
They say never 
We say now ! 
No longer 
Kneel or bow 

83 



84 • Glen Hunter 

The hypocrisy 
of democracy 
AnX 
In a box 
Hear our feet 
On the street 
Cos this beat 
Rocks 

A movement in motion that cannot be stopped 

Til every corporate tyrant is toppled and dropped 

We can see a better world 

We can sense that it is coming 

The spirit of people power 

Damn, that shit is just stunning 

When millions move 

We can shake the very heavens 

Can't stop us now with their lies or their weapons 



Where Were You When You're Roots Got 

PuUed ? 



I GREW FROM THE ground 

A sandbox all around 

Rising along-side the trees 

Until caught in a breeze 

Landing much to hard 

In a concrete yard 

Gasping for air 

As strange beings stare 

My body of earth 

With hair made from vines 

Flesh made from the bark of many life lines 

A leaf for a tongue 

My voice in the wind 

On land that's been skinned 

Partitioned and sold 

So my branches fold 

Craving land that's never been ruled 
Where were you when your roots got pulled? 
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